STORY WRITER is never what yoi expect
. from his writings.
1 have come to the conclusion that ths
.~ writer is not to blame for this. A man
Ko Vet is not easy to find. I did not ﬂndb:;yksais
Hll a it was through a of
ai.n-m’r ago, and then

It was my fourth novel, “Jchn Dormer,” which set

me thi I was continually going over tae
- scenes Between Felicia and John. And suddenly the
truth
and he had donme what I wanted to do.
The main point, and -the point of likeness te my-
slf Is that John was a prosperous, practical man of
forty, unsuspected of sentiment even by himself.
Jn 4 1poment of self-analysis he discovered that his
prosperity did not content him; that all his life he
‘had hungered for romance; and he went out from
his counntinghouse into the world and found—her!
I did not guite reach the point of owning to my-
self that I wanted romance, or expected to find “her.”
I put It that I desired ‘to get outside the four walls
of my =tudy and “see life™; to travel and learn to
know the world,

A lew years earlier 1 could not bhave taken such
trip, if I had wished to; but now there was no rea-
on. why I shonld not. Five years before 1 could
ot lhave afforded ft. \Eighteen months back I could
mot haves left my two little children. (I was a wid-
ower:) Bnt now [ was well to do, thanks to the
spinnings of my brain, and I had no uneasiness in
Iﬂd{: ‘the children with the charming lady who
presided over my house. She was not very old—
I‘hﬂ. b‘umt—lmt she was very capable. She
was goodness itself to my little ones; and it was
their fondness for her which haé induced me to ask
ther to come and take care of them, when her worth-
less husband died, and left her penniless; that and
my desire to help her, and my liking for her.

. “You will understand, Beatrice,” T said—I had
Enown her since she was a child, “that T don't wish
to be just a superior housekeeper, or a head
B want you to be a—let us say a young aunt,
or & big sister, to tho children; to be the lady of
the bouse, and make the house a home for them. So
must make the house your home too, and feel
1T'berty to enjoy Will you come and see
f you can be happy with us?”

“How kind -are!™ she had cried. “Indeed I will
come! And T will make it a happy home for them;
apd ‘for myself"—she held out her hand with her
pretty smile—“and for you.” ’

She had kept her word, and made us all very con-
tented apd comfortable. . The children ran about at.
er skirts and adored her. The servants competed to
please her—she was one of those women who are
fond of servants,” and make their servants fond of
them—and I found her a ccmpanion to me, as well
as to the children. She took as keen an interest
in my affairs as if they were her own, and saved
me every labor that she could take vpon herself.
She kept my scecounts and made out the checks for
Ame, and even entered up the records of my stories,
and wrote business letfers. for me.. I proposed to
give her a power of attorney to manage my af-
girs while I was away. She frowned and pursed

Yo

instead. I shall do my bext. And ycu wou't grum
ble. ¥You cever do.”
“You never give me tkhe chazce,” I ea’d. “Tiank

you!"

“it iz T who Lave 190 thauzk you,” 2ne ins:sted.
—1 do, you Xnow."

So it was settled; and T arranged (o go first to
South Africa, by ithe Urlon-Castle Lire: ard thea
back to Marseliles by the Bact Coast route: and
then to take a (rip round the Mediterranean home

Beawrice brought the children—Bob was eight =nd
Ilsa was six—to Southampton to see me off. My
last recollection was of her, buttoning up Bob’s over-
coat—there was a cold wind—and putting a wrap
over Elsa, and then standing with cne arm round
ea~h, 8s the ship moved 2way. i

“God bless them!” I muttered. “Aji three of them!
—If 1 met a woman like her!-—Well, now for life:”

I did not like to eay “romance™; bu* that wes what
I meant. -In plain English I intcuded to mearry again,
if I found the right woman; the womren who is in ail
my tales. She 18 always the same—the lover and
-comrade of the man.- That is all that matters.

But it matters very much, and I meant to make
quite sure that I had found just this voman, before
I married her. I had made one mistake wkich had

]

, Imbittered the Lest years of my life, and I was de-
ed upon me, John Dormer was myself; '

termuned that I would not meke another. I was no
longer a boy to be carried away by a pretty face and
o touch of moonlight, T told myself. I could weigh
2 woman in the balance; and I would —before I fell
too far iz love with her.

In the earlier portion of the voyage I weighed

Mizs Marvain; the first really clever woman I had
‘ever met. She had fraveled much, and read much,

and thought much, and colored it all with her origi-
nel and kindly personality; she was good-looking
and good-humored. But she was—at any rate out-
wardly-—less soft-hearted than ‘I liked a woman to
be; and she did not care for inusic or for children.
My idea of her received a blow when she sang fiat
at the second Sunday's service—Beatrice was a de-
lightful singer ard had rather epolled me. The
ideal was killed when she shrugged her shoulders at
my playing so much with the children on board.

The sécond lady to be weighed was Mrs. Rich-
&rds; or rather I think she weighed me. She was
a soft, smiling little widow, who loved to have the
babies round her, and stitch away at rag dolls and
dolls’ clothes for them. She played gveryone's ac-
compan_irpe_mls, and, though she always sald that she
kad no volce—and hadn’t—she sang plaintive songs
82 delightfully that you wuever thought zbout the
voice, only the singing. But when 1 asked her to
sing one sowvg, she put it aside, with a sad little
smile.

“That song is dead,” she said, “with something
eise in me. Wea became great friends—after that:
and I told her more about myself than I had ever
told anybody—even the reason of my travels—and
she looked at the stars—it was a warm tropical night
~—and nodded.

“You see,” she said, clasping and unclasping her

hands, “I am nol good at expressing myself, but—

¥you-just love some one—or you don't. I don’t think
it is any use looking for a particular ideal. Some
day you may ﬂnd some one perhaps, and—she may
De quite different, but—she will alter vour ideal so
easlly. ack wasn’'t what I expected before I knew
him; or even when I thought that I did—but—I
ululml: make up stories like you can; and I expect
it will sound ridiculous to you, but—but I make up
one little story so often. I think that Heaven is
just—just a gate in a lane—where it begins: and I
fnd Jack walting there; and he says—‘You've been
a confounded long time coming, old girl: but T knew
you'd come all right’ He'll never worry about my
thinking of anyone else. Never! And I know he’s
waiting there; Sdgeting with his mustache as he al-
ways did, if he was kept waiting——"

£he looked up at the stars and smiled; and I knew

ttat I had learned one lesson, at least, by coming
out of my study.

mance was coniing to me ia the shape of one—I
wast't sure whick —of three boany sisiers; jouly, un-
effocted girls, half Duteh and half Emnglish, born to
make happy homes for some lucky fellows, as I have
no doubt they have or will. But, when the Englizh
ma:l zrrived, I understood bow littie these nice
women really mattered to me. Beatrice had sent an
a:nateur photo of the children and hersplf; and when
I put it beeide o snapshot of the Iladies at the
Cueen’s, sne looked like & race horse beside cart
hors=s. They weren't common-looking girls either.
It was simply that ape had set my ideals a terribly
high standard. She was such a pretty, graceful
WOILAL.

The children’s letters made me feel very home-
gick. Bob's was written by himself, “but arnty
rouled chee lines.” They called Beatrice “auxtle.”)

B O1,T

world aloof, coming nearest to companionship with

a broken-down man of seven lunguages who was
head waiter at a hotel. “The Transvaal is tbe best
flace in the world,” he told me, “for leaving!™ I
took his adviece and went on to Natal two days earl-
ier than T had intended, so &8 to arrive there as soon
a3 the mail, I had two wecks’ meils et once; two
pairs of dear little letters from the children, two
batches of papers from Beatrice and two long double
letters from her; for she wrote separateiy about
tusiness and home affairs. *“So, you see,” the last
oune concluded, “I am managing all right. It is a
great pleasure to manage things for you. I always
remember that you have given me, not a situation,
but a home. Thank you!"™

After that my voyage to Europe seemed only the
mears to an end. As I met my letters I became

“THEN YOU IS A DOOSE, AUNTIE™ ELSA CRIED,

¥

Elsa’s hand had been guided; but Beatrice assured
me in her pleasant letter that the composition was
Elsa's own. “You may feel guite sure,” she con-
ciuded, “that the children are well and happy, and
that you will find everything right on your return
home. I hope you are finding your temporary habi-
iations as comfortable as home. I am mean enough
to hope mot more comfortable!”

I wrote and assured her that no place could be so
camfortable as she had made home for all of u=.

more and more impatient to be home again. On
the way from Egypt to Marseilles my impatience
became positively worrying; and when I reached
Marseilles, and received my leiters there—one in
faltering round hand, and one«''guided,” and two
from Beatrice—I cut out the Mediteranean cruise
and went straight home overland.

I was going to telegraph at first, but I decided to
take them by surprise, as an additional pleasure.

1 arrived at the house at three in the afternoon, and

children Jooked bonny, but Bestrice seemed a trifie
pale and thin, though she looked prettier Lhan ever.
I alwarys considered her the prettiest woman 1 h_._!r.
I wes mam:mmmm,um
ried; and my heart went out to her #ith a warmih
thztlhadneverteltinnyphy.tm_l_& :
“The dear woman!” I thought. “How sweet she
is!™ A
The story was about two little childrem. “such
pice lttle children,” who had “a very dear daddy™;
ard he went away aad came home. It was delight-
ful to hear her fresh voice, and to watch her face
while she told it 3
“When he came,” she said, opening her eyes and
bolding up her bands, “he brought them ‘ourteen

-resents; one from every.place he htd been 10"—

I had told her that I fn*ended that “Just famey!

Fourteen lovely, foreign, funny presents!™ i :'

“And fourteen for thelr suntie,” Bob suggested.
~No-0o,” she demurred, with her fingers to her,
jiips. “An suntie couldn’t expect so many as chak;

bot I dare say he brought her some, because—hie

knew that she 4id her best. He was a very kind
Mdy.mdmwmutmm'mm*
“Didn't he love thelr auntie too?” Elsa ingu'red.
Beatrice laughed a funny little laugh. (How I
t.ke that laugh of hers!)

«“Did she love him?” Bob wanted to know,
"Bob,"lddBe.h’lee,"thlt‘hd:QﬁuﬁmlMl
mmm:rvmdnun.omfww!mn
boy. M’sgomttothemm&dmm"
They jumped up; and then Eisa saw me and
nvaamdm;MInu:_Mml.
ran in. 'The children rushed at me and caught hold
of me; and so did Beatrics. She was very flushed
and pleased and smilng. Her eyes blinked a little

too. | .

“You dear Cnddy!“the"el'éldm cried.

“] am so glad,™ Beatrice Baid.

“You dear children!” I'cried and hugged them.
“And you dear woman!™ I added. I squeesed her
hend for a long while; and she grew pink.

“How many presents, dad?” the children demand-
ed, pulling at my jackel . -

“Therewﬂlbe!lﬁoenuah."lul‘.;mml:
bought those for the places 1 didn’t go an.
Sometmmm;vms; but I've brought four
each in my bag.”

«“That's one more than cuntle said,” Bob pro-
nounced.

“Auntie is a goose,” I stated.
place—home! The besi place of all—since auntie
came to ns.” I looked at Beatrice and she dropped °
her eyes. I couldn’t remember where I had found
that look before; and then I discovered. Bhe was

“That was—goosey,” Bob agreed; “but auntie isn't

a goose, because”—he considered—"becanse she's |

handsome.”
“She is!™ I agreed.
“QOh, you sillies!” she cried.

“She said,” Eisa began, “she ackshully nllﬁt!‘

you didn't—"

«Flsa!™ Beatrice cried, and grabbed st her, but = =

she dodged behind me with a laughing scream. 3

1
“Shonnmmmutmmt-mmg'
i

“Ah!” I said. “But I do!” :
And in 2 moment my arm was round Beatrice, sad '
her head was on my shoulder. !emdon!:ykl-ni
pink ear. :

“Then you is a doose, auntie!” HEiss u:l-i.-ﬂ.

clapped her chubby handsa. . ;
“Yes,” she agreed. “I'm a goose—such a happy i:

-‘HE bell tingled and a maid brought in the
card of Robert Wainwright. A few
touches of her haid and dress, a avrried
glance in the mirror, and Marion was

%4 standing before him, hand outstrercoed.

As they faced one another, it was clear to be seen

gshe was easily !n control. Yet she met him

an sagerness which be detected and reflected
dark eyes.

‘a few moments she was bundled from head to

wot and all the opportunity the sharp wind had at

.isgiﬁ

in the few steps from the door to the

Even then it had to pass Wainwright first,

ho to her arm as though fearing she might

away into space.

That was one thing he always made her conscious
of Sitting there by her side in the car-
riage he somehow impressed upon her—with almost
teedless jusistence—that, so far as man could, he
would always stand between bher and all things dls-
agreable, Oftentimes this extended to the poiut

where it irritated her.

/ She broke several dangerous silences with laugh-
ing nothings and so reached the house safely—safe
from the crisis that menaced her. Once she swept
through the door into the music and laughter and
chatter, phe seemed to blend herself with it and

~ Jose all sense of self.

She had always liked his people, better than she

. Miked his friends. As she c-ossed the room to meet
them, she feit a little thrill of satisfaction. Bhe was
glad tu be there. But this gladness was apart from
‘Robert nimself; it was ted with that first
generation, with that thickset father and his tense,
_willfnl lips; with the kindly mother with her patient,

. Both of them grceted her affectionately, and she
. stood there by their sides for a moment enjoying the
= dic, listening to the rustle of silken skirts, soothed
| by the sight of the heavy curtains and soft pictures,
the lights and verfumes and sparkle of jewels.

was Lo her, for the moment, as though she had

all this btefore It came in upon her with

i

o
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The First Generation

. By FREDERICK ORION BARTLETT
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imtial piquancy.

It was only when Mrs. Wainwright, while the gen-
tlomen were at their cigars, sat down beside her
that she was at ali conscious of being in Robert's
Lome.

“Your gown is quite the preitiest here,” whispered
the mother.

The girl would have resented the compliment from
anyone else. As it was, she blushed prettily with
pleasure.

“1 thirk it must have gathered something from
mwother,” she said frankly. “IL is made over from
her wedding sowan.”

“Ah!™ sighed Mrs. Wainwright, “that is the trou-
ble 1n having sons—we women cau't live over cur
youth sgain in them.™

The girl leaned forward with sudden interest.

“You must kEave had a beuuntiful youth, Mrs. Walin-
wrigho™

“Yes, dear. It is pleasant to look back upon it
now. But there were many bare places along the
roud—many times when the clouds hung low.”

“But you fought your wan on—struggl~d end won.”

“Ben and 1,” she corrected.

“And that i{s the beauty of it! It is what must
make all this seem so good to you now."”

Her eyes had brightened and her mouth grown
tense. She heard the mother saying:

“You, my dear, will have no bare piaces in your
life. We, of ithe first generation, have all our recom-
pense in looking on at the lives of our children. The
thought that Ben and I may have suffered a little
for others brings a new pleasure to us now."”

The girl impulsively placed her soft fingers upon
the withered hand.

“Y would rather have had your life than any I
know of," she sald.

On the ride back it was still the face of the
mother which was uppermost in her mind. Robert
was very tender of her. but she felt not the slightest
sense of intimacy with him. She parried all his
overtures with the.keeness of one fighting back the

own home again, he broke through ter guard.

“Marion,” he said, “it is useless to pretend any
more; I love you. I—I1 think you have known it a
long timne, haven't you?"

“Yes,” she answered.

“And you love me—a little?”

“1 don’t know,” she said.

“i have waited so long. And mother,” he iaughed
iightly, “mother says she has walted twonty-tive
years! She loves you. Come to me,” he rau on
eagerly, encouraged by her silence and the drooping
cyes. ““The home (8 all ready for you. Everything
in the world shall be yours. You'll not a dream that
ihe three of us will not try to make come true.”

She locked up at him a moment, her blue eyes
warm with affection. In his pleading eyes she
caught a suggestion of the eyet. of his mother. It
czame o her like a snock that she—this olther wom-
an_who was Robert's mother—would not have ac-
coplted this offering. It was a David and a David's
life that she had chosen, and it was that which
made her what she was.

“Robert,” she sald, with a gquick intuitive fiash
she knew she would never call him “Bob,” “I can’t
answer you to-night. It Is only falr that I shouild,
but I can't unless I say ‘No." 1 am not sure enough
of myself to say Yes."

“T will wait,” he cried. “Don’'t say ‘No."”

“Then good night,” she sald quickly, holding out
her hand.

“Good night,” he whispered.
turned.

“And a ‘Merry Christmas’ to you.”

“Christmas?” che faltered. *“Why this is Christ-
mas eve!” -

Marion stood peering out the window into the
confusion of snow and darkness, as the time ap-
proached for David's arrival. At length she saw, as
part of the mist itself, a form which somehow she
knew was his long before she could clearly distin-
guish it

“Are you sll ready? You'll need to bundle up
well, girl, because there isn't any carriage.”

“I'm glad of it. It will do me good to walk.”

“] am taking you to ‘Le Petite Oiseau,’" he said
as he assisted her from the car, “and not a dozen
people outside the comfortable French in the city
know of its existence. You will probably only get
a dinner of herhs as compared with last night. Bnt
this is home to many who come here and home to
me.”

At the door, he

A

into a warm lighted doorway. Just s single long
cozy toom with a few dozen tables along the two
walls. This evening the place had been made jolly
with holly and evergreen, and with big wreaths tied
with scarlet ribbon at the window. The stout pro-
prietor and his buxom wife had for this evening
gathered together a small orchestra from among
their friends and between the selections its mem-
bers sat down with the guests and drank their good
healths. Monsieur Bartol greeted the two as they
entered with a “Merry Christmas,” and was followed
by Madame Bartol, gmiling and echoing him. Then
came Plerre to place their chairs for them, beaming
with as much pleasure as though they were his own
guests.

The chatter, iaughter, and clatter of dishes at once
put them in good spirits. Mgrion felt not so much
one of a company as one with a company, and David
scemed very near to her and very much a part of
her happiness.

“Christmas has just begun for me,” ke said. “All
day long I have been in the midst of it—have watch-
ed others glow with the peace and joy of the day—
bul somehow it hasn’t struck home. It has been,”
he laughed, “like looking upon another’s romance.”

“l wished you with me yesterday,” she said in
reply.

“Did you? It is ihe poeeibility of your wishing me
near when I cannot come that sometimes makes me
rebellious with my work.”

“But you love your work, David?™

“Yes,” he sald as Plerre ceme up with the soup,
“I love It because of the struggle. You fight so for
all you accomplish.”

“Do you never get discouraged?”

“] domn’'t know.” He hesitated.
Perhaps that is the same thing.”

“But you get so little for it all. At the end of the
day, you have so little for reward!"”

“At the end of the day,” he said slowly, “I have
my dreams. And it is those which make it all worth
while. They put red blood into pale duties; they
give a biting zest to life. It is like turning your eyes
from a dull sky to a flaming sunset. They make you
feel that you are yourself—an individaality—as dis-
tinguished from mny who ever came before or who
will come after. It is the winning of thinzs more
than the things themselves which makes life worth
livinz. And Marion—I feel somehow that the same
spirit is in yon somewhere. When things ro the
worst 1 seem to see yon with me and feel that you
would enjoy even the siing of il."

“] get lonesome.

those who are so fond of contentment that they
fear to risk for happiness.”

“There are those,” he said, “who do not know

quick bmmm;mmumewm"mm!.il
i

themselves.” bo»

“Madame does not like the soup?” asked Pierre, |
irowning a little. :
The dinner was good—so good that she was com~
scious of enjoying it as sBhe had not doae
months, And the company was good—so0 good that
she remembered each and every face afterwards.
And the music was good—so good that, afier every-
tody had joined in the choruses and several others
had been persuaded to give solos, she to her sur-
prise, rose and sang a Christmas carol in a way

that won the applause of the evening.

“] feel now,” she said, “as though I had d'scov-
ered & new country, I—I wish I had something to
do in it. Tell me more of the work 7ou &ro p.an-
ning. I—I guess I must do my work at seaad
hand.”

He told her quite simply at first, but with such
growing interest that she began to feel as thouzh
she really did have a part in It

And then David choking back words he felt he
scarcely Lod the rizht to utter, exclaimed out of a
full heart:

“How you could help a man!"™ .

Her heart began to pound in a quite surprising
manner. The whole world seemed to snap out of
the darkness., The blood lezped Lo ler c
the strength to her arms.

“How I would try!” she answered.

“Marion, could you? Can you dream drcams and
fight for dreams and love for dreams?”

“Yes,” she said. “And to make them come truas,
as you have made Christmas come true to me.”

And after he found her hand there was really
little more left to be said.

“When 1 came here,™ she confessed, “I thonght
I had a mirhty problem on my bands. And—i* ‘ea't
a problem a* all! I heve found that I—I Lelcng to
the first generation, David!”™

“CGed bless you.” ks said, balf choking. i

As they rose, a!l those remain!ng in the room rose,
too, after the meanner of the guests at ‘T.e Perite

Oitenu.” and wished them a “Happy New Year” But
He Enew, wacn 82 he was

it was Pierre vho kpew.
priting on Monsieur's ceat, the latder turard and
gaid:

~1 akall coize here e moro zloks, Mesrre.”

:
for | -
!

b 3 wh . 3 : After that I went up country for a fortnight, but - walked round the back to the French windows un- one!” e
!Mm Eﬁgl?e:n:ugengt:ﬁ.wd it; but after a moment m‘:“te:e'that 1 ‘b‘md‘f’“d the dellberate quest of gig nct find friends and becamie very dull and lonely. otserved. Then I heard voices and peeped in. Bea- Our hande closed tole:::l' ﬂ‘;ﬁ and ¥ m;
: rather frightened. ™ 5 - If there is a place in the world where one needs trice was sitting in the drawing-room, with Elsa that I had gone hunting WOT my ml
Ih"ﬂ amz |.hthu|e|ldn't fﬂ:e e t:h:h uocwns !e:; ;::t'eI:; q:e::':n ;1:[;‘::!:: t weck at Cape Town, at the buman companionship, it is South Africa. squeezed in the armchair beside her, and Bob lean- —and all the while the sweetest romance, since the
igbaac you ¥ .benn to wonder whether ro- During that dreary fortnight I seemed to dwell ina izg against her knees, telling them a story. The <world began, was waiting for me at home.
T i e 1T 1R U T . 7 : i‘
i3 T e FY 2 inevitable. But as they stood before the fire in her They turned down a tiny side street, and then “There are those,” she sald shamefacedly, for her
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